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THE SCARLET RUNNER
3nl ' Twelve Episodes from the Automobile Romance by C. N. and A. M. Williamson? Produced in Motion Pictures by the Vitagraph Company,

with Harle Williams as btar, and a Separate Cast for Each Episode.
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Foreign nights ItMervcd.)

CHAPTER. V.
The Jacobean House.

the pile of letters awaiting him on

IVtils table Christopher found a queer,
tolegram. It said: "Please come at
once with your car and try solve,,

mystery at old house now used as hotel i

paironizea oy motorists. Damn
per day for necessary time as for

tour. Sydney Chester, Wood
House. New Forest, llefercncea, London
and Scottish Dang." And the message
was dated two days back.

Christopher did not see why he should
be applied to as a solver of mysteries.
However, the, telegram sounded Inter-
esting. 1

"Just back from Journey. 'Found tele-
gram," ho wired. "Am I till wanted?
It so, can como."

Whon an answer arrived he had Scar-l- ot

Runner ready for another start.
"Yes, urgently wanted," ran the reply.

"Hope you can start this afternoon.
Hut don't come to Wood House. Will
meet you at the Sandboy and Owl, with-
in a mile of Itlnghurst as you come from
London. I'leasc let me know probable
hour of arrival. Chester."

Christopher wired again: "Hope to
reach you about 7." And his hope was
Justified, as it usually was when he had
to depend upon Scarlet Runner.

The landlord opened a door at the end
of a dim corridor, and said respectfully
to somo orio out of sight, "The gcntli-nui- n

with the motor has arrived." Then
he backed out of tho way, and Christo-
pher stepped over the threshold. He
saw a girl rise up from a chair, crump-
ling a tolegram which she had been
reading by the light of a shaded lamp.

''I beg your pardon," exclaimed Christ-
opher. "I've como from London to see a
Mr. Bldney Chester, and was told I
should find him here, but "

"I'm Sidney Chester," said the girl.
"It waa I who telegraphed for you to
come and help us."

Christopher was surprised, but he kept
his countenance, and protended to take
this revelation as a matter of course

"Sydney, Is a woman's name as well
as a man s," sho went on, "and thero
was no use explaining in a telegram,
l'leaso sit down, and I'll no. I can't
promise to mako you understand, for tho
thing's beyond understanding: but I'll
tell you about It. FlrBt, though, I'd bet-
ter explain why I sent for you. I don't
mean to flatter you, but If there's any
chance. of tho mystery being solved, It
can only be done by a man of your sort

clever and quick of resource, as well
as an accomplished motorist. That's
my reason; now for my story. But per-
haps you'vo heard of Wood House, and
the strange happenings there? We've
tried to keep the.talk out of the papers,
hut It was Impossible, and there've been
paragraphs In most of them for tho lost
fortnight."

Christopher had to admit Ignorance,
though he guessed from the girl's tone
that tho place must be famous, apart
from Its mysterious refutation.

"It's a beautiful old nouse," she went
en. tho harassed expression of her faco
softening Into tenderness. "There are
pictures and accounts of It In books
about tho country. We've got tho love-
liest oak paneling In nearly all the
rooms, and wonderful furniture. Of
course, we lovo It, dearly my mother
and I, the only ones of tho family who
aro left but wo'ro disgustingly poor;
cur branch of tho Cheaters have been

rowing poorer for generations. Wo had?o see everything going to pieces, and
there was no money for repairs. There
were other troubles, too oh, I may as
well tell you, since you ought to know
everything concerning us If you're to do
any good. I waa silly enough to fall In
love with a man who ought to marry
an heiress, for he's poor, too. and has a
title, whloh makes poverty harder and
mora grinding. Ho a let his house a
show place and because he won't give
me up and look for a rich girl (he
wouldn't have to look far or long) he's
trying to get a fortune out of a ranoh
In Colorado. That modo me feel as if
I must do something, and we couldn't
let Wood Houso, bocauso thoro's a
clause In father's will against our doing
so. Wo'ro obliged to live there, or for-fo- lt

it to the person, who would have
Inherited It Is tho placo had been en-
tailed and had had to go to a malo

"But no auch thought came to poor
father as that mother and I would
dream of making the house into an
hotel, so It didn't occur to him to pro-
vide against such a contingency. It was
I who bad the Idea because I was des-
perate for money; and I heard how
people like old houses In these days-Ameri- cans

and others who aren't used
to things that are antique. At last I
summoned up oourage to propose to
mother that we should advertise 10 tn

motorists and other travelers.
"This thing that Is happening to us IsJ

"Peoplo como to our house, perhaps for
dinner or lunch, or perhaps for several
days. But whlohevar It may bo, during
one of the meals always the last If
they're having more than one every
piece of Jewelry they may be wearng,
and all the money In their pockets and
purses except small sliver and copper
disappear mysteriously."
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FIFTH EPISODE
--THE JACOBEAN
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Christopher Race Earle Williams
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"Perhaps not mysteriously," suggested
Christopher. "You mentioned having
engaged new servants. One of them
may be an expert thief."

'Ofxourse, that was our first Idea,"
said the girl. "Hut It would be Impossi-
ble for the most expert thler, even a
conjurer, to pull ladles' rings from their
Angers, unfasten clasps of pearl dor-collar- s,

take off brooches and bracelets
or belts with gold buckles, and remove
studs from shirt fronts or sleeve links
from cuffs, without the knowledge 01
tho persons wearing the things."

"Yes, that would be Impossible,"
Christopher admitted.

"Well, that Is wh t happens at Wood
House every day, and has been' Happen-
ing for the last fortnl. t. People sit at
the table, and apparently everything
goes on In tho most orderly way: yet at
the end of the meal their valuables ure
gone. I want you to watcn, to sot your
wits to work to find out the mystery.
Of course, you must loave your valua-
bles In care of the landlord here. You'll
motor over this evening, won't you, and
say you wish to have a room?"

"With pleasure," said Christopher.
"And I',1I do my best to help."

"Thanks for taking an Interest. Then
I'll go now. I shall just bo able to ride
home In time for dinner."

"And the thefts always occur at
meals?" asked Christopher.

"Always at meals, and, therefore. It
could happen only In three rooms,"
said Bldney Chester; "th big dlnlng-ha- ll

and two small rooms which wo'vo
sot apart as private sitting rooms.
Sometimes those who stay with us
like to eat there. If they come In par-
ties of three or four; btIT the dining
hall Is the most beautiful room In the
house, and people admire It so much
that they" often prefer It to any other
place." I

"Something will have to be done,"
said Christopher puxiled, but anxious
to bo encouraging. "Have you no guest
who has been with you several weeks'"

"One," the girl returned, half reluct-
antly, as If she guessed his reason for
putting' this question. "It's a man."

"A'young man?"
"Yes, a young man."
"How long has he been In the house?"
"Several weeks. He's painting a pic-

ture, using the King's room, as we
call It, for a background the room
Charles II had when an ancestor of
ours waa hiding htm, and would dart
down Into a secret place underneath
whenever a dangerous visitor arrived."

"Oh. an artist?"
"Not a professional. He''"Can't you remember how long he

has been with your'
"Between three weeks and a' fort-

night." The girl blushed, her white
face lovely In Its sudden flush of col-
or. "I see . what's In your mind. But
there's nothing In that, I assure you.
The merest coincidence. You don't look
as If you were ready to believe me,
but you will whon I tell you that It's
Sir Walter Raven, the man I'm en-
gaged to marry."

"Since the mystery began I've some-
times been there to watch and superin-
tend, and ono of my cousins, cither
Morley or his wife. And In tho dining
hall Sir Walter Raven Is kind enough
to keep an eye on what goes on, while
appearing to be engaged with his
luncheon or dinner."

"Yet the robberies take placo Just the
samo under your very eyes?"

"Yes. That la tho mysterious part.
The whole thing Js like a dream. But
you will see for yourself. Only, as I
said, take cars not to have anything
about ydu which They whoever, what-
ever They are can steal."

As ho ato chops and drank a glass of
ale, Christopher considered what he
had heard of tho mystery, and did not
know what to think of It.

The road from the Sandboy and Owl,
through Rlnghurat and on to Wood
House, waa beautiful. Christopher
had passed over It before, and, coming
to the gateway and lodge of the place
ho sought, he remembored having re-
marked both, though he had not then
known the name of the estate.

He steered Scarlet Runner between
tall stone gateposts topped with stone
lions supporting shields, acknowledged
a salutation from an elderly man at the
door of the old block and white lodge,
and drove up a winding avenue under
heoehes and oaks.

Suddenly, rounding a turn, he earned
in sight or tne nouse, manning in me
midst of a lawn cleared of trees, In a
forest-ltk- o park.

It was, a long, low building of Irregu-
lar shape, tho many windows with tiny
lozenge panes brightly lit behind their
curtains. In the moonlight tho project-
ing upper stories with gabled roofs and
Ivy-drap- chimneys, tho walls
checkered In blaok and white, with
wondrous draperlng of trefoils, quar--
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STILL HOLDING THE GIRL

who came to greet Christopher, "My
name Is Morley Cheater, and I play host
for my cousins, Mrs. Chester and hor
daughter."

Then Mr. Chester Introduced him to
the two cousins, mother and daughtor
(he meeting tho girl as If for the first
time), to the pretty quiet young woman
who waB, It appeared, Mrs. Morley
Chester, and added an Informal word or
two which made Sir Walter Raven and
Mr. Christopher Race known to each
other.

Before Mr. Chester and Sir Walter
Raven no ope mentioned the trouble
In the house; but next morning, sitting
In the hall, which was the favorlto gath-
ering place, he caught scraps of gossip.
No ono present had yet been robbed,
but everyone had heard something queer
from others who had left the place, and
as a rich brewer, lately knighted.

to go away In his motor after
luncheon that day, ho was being chaffod
b" his acquaintances.

"I suppose you'll give your watch and
money to your chauffeur before you sit
down for tho last meal?" laughed an
American girl, who had arrived some
days beforo In her motor car.

"No. I shan't," replied Sir Henry
Smlthson, valiantly. "I don't believe In
this nonsonse. Ill show you what I
have got on me, and as I am now so
shall 1 bo when I go Into the dining
hall."

With this he displayed a gorgeous re-
peater, with his monogram and orost In
brilliants; Indicated a black pearl scarf-pi- n,

turned a sapphire and diamond
ring In aluminum on a fat finger, and
Jingled a store of coins In his pocket,
which he announced to be gold, amount-
ing to fifty pounds. "I've a few notes,
too," said he, "and I expect to have

More Remarkable If the Kid

UNCLE. TlY
"PLEATH GlVE.1

ME THUM
CAN3Y

7

them Just the same when I finish my
lunch' a whan I go In."

"Wall, we shall all lunch at tha same
time, and watch," remarked tha Ameri-
can girl.

Christopher had a table to himself at
the end of the long room, and Sir
Henry Smlthson sat at a larger one not
far away. He had Invited the American

her chaperon, and Sir WalterSlrl, to share wtih him his farewell
meal, and much champagne flowed.
Thera waa a good deal of talk and
laughter at that and other tables, but
the luncheon waa served by the butler
and two footmen In ceremonious style,
Mr. Morley Chester unostentatiously su-
perintending behind a screen which hid
tha door used by tha servants. Wot one
of tha three ladles of the Chester
family was In th room.

All went on In tho most orderly man-
ner, and the food was good, as well as
nicely served, though It struck Chris-
topher that It was rather long between
courses. Suddenly, as Christopher was
beginning upon biscuits and cheese. Sir
Henry Bmlthson sprang up in his chair,
exclaiming, "By, Jove I"

Then came a clatter of voices at his
table, both ladles there crying put In
consternation.

"What haa happened?" asked Morley
Chester, coming, out from behind the
screen, while Sir Walter Raven sat
looking pale and concerned, and the
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BY THE WRIST, CHRISTOPHER

mild-face- d butler saved himself from
dropping a bottle of port.

"Everything has gone!" ejaculated
Miss Reeso, the American. "His watch
and chain his ring his scarfpln
and "

"And my money." finished Sir Henry
Smlthson.

"I'm dreadfully sorry," stammered
Mr. Chester. "I begged you to be care-
ful."

"Oh. I've got myself to blame. I sup-nDia- ."

hrnke In tho brewer. He gave
a rough laugh, but It did not sound'
genuine, -- wno on earin woum "Dthought such things could be? Well,
seelng's believing. This Is the queer-
est house I was ever In. It'a be-

witched."
"So wa ara beginning to think,"

said Cheater, deeply mortified. "I can
begin to express my regret

luy own fautt." said Sir Henry. 'Til
say no more about It for the pres-
ent. But I wouldn't be sorry to see
that repeater of mine again. If you
don't mind, I'll send a detective down
on this business."

Presently, after the dining hall had
been searched in vain for trace of the
lost treasures. Sir Henry Smlthson
went off In hla motor, a sadder and a
wiser man.

Race had'almost abandoned his sus-
picions of Sir Walter Raven, whom
he liked more and more, when, on his
eighth night at Wood House, a sound
startled him from a dream of linen
fold patterned paneling. Usually,
when he waked thus. It was to nnd
all silent, and he would turn over and
fall asleep onae more, telling nlmself
that the noise had been part of his
dream. But this time It continued.
There was a queer creaking behind
the wainscot.

Had Chosen Any Other Kind!
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In tha morning Christopher asked
tha servant who brought his morning
tea who oooupled the adjoining room,
"Sir Walter Raven," was the answer.
Raoe was angry with himself for nothaving learned earlier who his neigh-
bor waa; but during the day, as hapassed, and saw the door of the next
room ajar, he glanced In. It seemedto him that there was an Inexplicable
distance between this door and his.
His own door was near tho dividing
wall, and so was Sir Walter's, yet
thera waa a wide space between.

"Sir Walter Raven must have a cup
board In his wall, lit by that little win-
dow," Christopher decided, "or else
there's a secret 'hldle hole' between his
room and mine."

To begin with, he tappe.l the wain-
scoting in his own room, nnd was In-

terested to discover that his huook gave
out a hollow sound. He believed that
there was but the on. thickness of oak
between him and the secret, whatever
It might ba. which lay beyond.

The paneling here was tlmple, withoutany elaboration of carving. The wain-
scot, which reached from floor to cell-
ing, waa divided Into large iquares
framed In a kind If fluting. Having ex-
amined each of these squares on the
wall nearest Sir Walter Raven's, ho
gave up the hope that there was any
hidden door or sliding panel.

"I could saw out a square, though,"
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LEVELED THE REVOLVER.

ho thought, "and look at what's on the
other side; or I could squeozo through
If It seemed worth while. A panol be-
hind the curtain of my bed would do;
and I could stick It In again, so that
If anybody aunpected there was some-
thing up they would hardly be able to
see what I'd been doing."

Apparently no one ever entered the
hiding place except In the night, about
2 o'clock. The noises behind the wain-
scoting continued for a few minutes
only, and after that all was silence.

In the afternoon Christopher motored
Into Rlnghurst to buy a small saw, and
a bull's-ey- e lantern such as policemen
use. On the way back he overtook Sir
Walter with Sidney, and they accepted
his offer to give them a lift back to
Wood House. ,

Christopher took longer ovor dressing
for dinner that night than usual. He
hesitated whether to wear the studs
and sleeve links he liked best, or others
which he did not care about. Also he
was half minded to lock his watch up
In his suitcase. Finally, however, he

to mnko his oxperlment bravely.
Throughout his stay at Wood House

he had taken his meals at the 'same
Bmall table, excopt onco or twlco when
ho had been asked lo Join new-mad- e
acquaintances for dinner. But tonight
he Invited Sir Walter Raven to dine
with him, "as It was his Inst evening."
Tho young man accepted, and they
talked of Colorado. Sir Walter was In-
viting him to come out to his ranch
some day, when suddenly the expression
of the once healthy, sunburnt, now
slightly haggard face changed.

"By Jove!" exclaimed Raven, the blood
mounting to his forehead.

'What's the matter?" asked Christo-
pher.

"I'm not a particularly observant

Oopyrttht,

chap, but I suppose I would have no-
ticed If you'd come in without your shirt
studs. You didn't, by any chance, for-t- o

put them In, did you?"
"No; I had them in, right enough,"

said Race. Looking down he saw that
the white expanse of his evening shirt
lacked the finish of the two pearl studs
he had worn when he came Into the
room. His cuffs hung loose, empty of
his favorlto pair of links. Hastily touch-
ing his watch pocket, he found It limp
and flat.

"Well, yes. It Is 'By Jove.'" be re-
marked, grimly.

"Shall we call Morley Chester and tell
him what's happened?" asked Raven.

"iso.- - said unnstopner, wno aat with
his back turned toward the othor occu-
pants of the room, his table being at
the end by a window, and he having
given his usual seat to his guest: "I'd
rather not make a fuss. I shall sit till
the others have gone, and no one will
be the wiser. I'm sick of sensations,
and don't want to pose as tha hero of
one If I can help It."

It was a relief when the rest of the
diners left the room, and ho was free
to slip away without making statements
or answering questions. He went to his
room, locked the door, and, having lis-
tened with his ear to tho wanscotlng,
presently began at noiselessly as pos-
sible to saw out a selected square from
the oak paneling behind his curtained
four-post- er bed. The saw waa sharp,
and he worked m energetically as If he
had an Injury to avenge. In an hour he
had tho panel out of Its frame.

It was difficult to wrlgglo through the
square hole In the wainscoting, but he
did It, after ridding himself of coat and
wa stcoat. Now he stood in a long, nar
row space between the walls of his own
room and Blr Walter Raven's. He had
slipped off his pumps, and In stockinged
reel Degan cautious explorations, tne
lantern making a pathway of light. The
Thing he had seen at the far end was
not a beam. It was a box two boxes-th- ree

boxes--o- f common wood, such as
como Into every household from tho
stores. Thoy had lids, but the lids were
not nailed down. Christopher lifted one.
The box was filled with Jewelry, heaped
up In neat piles, according to its kind,
on some dark garment folded under-
neath. There were a pllo of bracelets, a
pilo of brooches, a pile of rings., and a
collection of watrhes like glittering gold
eggs In a nest. The second box had the
bo.no description of contents, though
there were more miscellaneous articles-go-ld

or Jeweled belt buckles, hatpins, a
diamond dog collar or two, and several
strings of pearls. In the third box,
much smaller than the other two, wero
purses, some of leather, some of gold or
silver netting; slgaretto cases with
Jeweled monograms, and. weighted
down by a lump of gold chains, Isy a
quantity of banknotes.

Behind the row of wooden boxes was
a square hole, black as the heayt of
night. Christopher's lantern showed
him that from the top of this opening
descended a narrow atoircasc, winding
round upon Itself like a corkscrow. He
set his font on the first step, and It
squeaked. Then he knew what It was
that had waked him every night a foot
trending aon that stair perhaps other
stairs below.

"I'll see what's at the bottom,"
thought Christopher; and was In the
act of stepping over the low barrier
of boxes when he heard a distant
sound.

The sound continued, growing grad-
ually more distinct. Someone waa tip-
toeing toward the. stairs. Someone
was on the stairs. Someone was com-
ing up. There was a wavering glim-
mer of light, a little light, like that
of a candle.

Christopher lay very still. He hard-
ly oven breathed.

The light was moving up the dark
hall, and throwing a stransre black
shadow, which might be tho shadow
of a head. A stair creaked. Another
stair. That clock must have been
slow, or else the ghost was before Its
tlmo. Now there was a long-draw- n,

tired breath, like a sigh, and in the
advancing light gleamed something
white and small. For a moment It
hung In the midst of shadow, then It
descended on the lid of the middle
box. It was awoman's hand.

Quick as thought Christopher seized
and held It tightly, at the same In-
stant rising up and flashing his lan-
tern.

There was a stifled gasp; the handstruggled vainly; he pulled it towardhim, though Its owner stumbled andnearly fell, and Christopher found
himself face to face with Mrs. Morley
Chester.

"Let me gol" she panted. "Oh, I Im-
plore you!"

"I'll not let you go," said Christo-
pher, In a voice as low as hers, butmercilessly determined.

"This game Is up. You shall tell me
everything, or I swear I'll alarm thehouse, send for the police, and haveyou arrested, you and your husbandl"

'.'If you wish to save him you know
what to do," the young man said.

"You won't send us to prison If I tellyou the whole story?"
"I'll do my best for you. If you

make a clean breast of It; but thecontents of these boxes must be re-
stored to their owners, for your cou-
sin's sake If nothing else. I promise
io snui my nyoa 10 your escaping withyour husband, before any public rev-
elation is made, provided I'm satisfied
that you tell me the whole truth now,"

"I will; oh, I will!" You know. Morley
would have had this placo if common
Justice had been done If tho entail
hadn't been broken."

"Ah, he Is the heir of whom Miss
Chester spoke!"

"Of course, who else could be. He's
the only one left In tha male line. And
think what It wa for .him to find out
through an expert, whose word he
couldn't doubt, that there's coal enough

lilt, by U rrus IMbltohlag Ce,

under tha park to make 'hint an im-
mensely rich man. If only he hadn't
been robbed of his rghts."

its aiani ten miss cnester or thisdiscovery?"
.Naturally not. If she or her moth.r gave up living here tha estate would

come io mm alter all. Ho hoped forthat. And; when he heard of her plan
to open a kind of hotel he helped herto get a license and offered to man-age the business. That waa because
he had an Idea, which he hoped ha
could work. His father, who died whenMerley waa a boy, was a proressor ofchemistry, and made some clever In-
ventions and discoveries, but they nev-
er brought in money, Thera was onething he found after spending a year
In Persia for his health, He discov-
ered that out of a plant thera a plant
no one had aver thought of Import
ance before an extract could be pro-
duced which would make people un-
conscious, at the same time causing ,
their muscles to remain so rigid thatIf they were standing they would re-
main on their feet, or would not drop
what they might be holding In theirands. When they came to them-
selves again they would not feel ill,would not even know they had lostconsciousness for a moment.

jupriey--
s ratner was much axeltedabout this preparation, and hoped It

would be as Important as curare, If not
cmoroiorni. ne namea tne stuff arepo-for-

as nearly as possible after thaplant, and published his discovery to
the medical profession. But then camea dreadful blow. After many experi-
ments to change and Improve It, noth-ing could be done to prolong uncon-
sciousness enough to make arenoformreally useful to. doctors and surgeons. ,
The effect wouldn't last longer thanfive or six minutes, and the pailents
were terribly exhausted next day, sothat the stuff would not do even for
dentists In extracting teeh. as It was
more depressing than gas. One of thamost wonderful things about. It was
that a lot of people could be made
unsconsclous at once, even In a big
room, by a spray of arenoform floating
In the air. But though that was curlous and Interesting, It was not of prac-
tical use, so arenoform was a failure."The disappointment was so great thatMorley's father waa never the sameagain. He always hoped that some ex-
periment would make the thing a sue- -
cess, and. Instead of 'gaining tho fortunehe expected? he spent more money thanhe could spare from his family In Im-
porting quantities of the plant fromPersia, and manufacturing the extract
In his own laboratory. Th.n ha 11.1
and there were hundreds and hundreds
of the bottlea In the house, of no use
to anybody; but Morley had promised
his dying father not to let them be de-
stroyed. Every one fors-o- t h. ctlienvar
.of arenoform, for you see Dr. Chester
hum Deen aeaa twenty years, pnly Mor-
ley didn't forget; and It wis. the ex-
istence of that auantltv nf rAnnfnrm
in the house left him by his .fstherwhich put the Idea of coming here lata
his head. He experimented wlta 'hestuff on a dog, and found It waa as
powerful as on the day It wai made.
Then he told me, and I proml.ed to help
II any Tray 1 COU1U.
"Next to the dining hall on one side,

and separating it from tha two rooms
used a private sitting rooms for guests.
U a long, rather ugly room which
Morley asked Sidney to give him as a
prlvnte office. Night after nlsht ha
worked there before the buuj was
opened to the public, and afterward, too.
perfecting his scheme. Ho perforu'ei1
the walls, so that, by means of a llttli
movable machine which I could work, aspray of arenoform could be showered
through the oak wainscoting either Into
the dining hall on ono side or the two
sitting rooms on the other. Then he hnd
the tables arranged along the wall, and
as one peculiarity of arenoform is that
It smells like wood wonderfully like old
oak no detective could have suspend
anything by coming to sniff about 'he
place afterward. Besides, the perfora-
tions In the wainscoting are to small
that they seem no different from the
wormholea which are slowly spoiling the .,
old oak.

"When Morley was In the dining
hall or one of the sitting rooms
whichever place we planned to havesomething happen I would be In tht
locked office, and at a signal which
he would give me. when most of the
servants wero out of the room wait-
ing f bring In a nev oourse, 1 would
turn on the spray. He always kent at
tne rarwiesi ena or tne room, benina
the screen, and DUt his face to an
open window there. Then, when
everybody In the room waa under the
Influence, which they were In a min-
ute or two. he would take whatevei
he wanted from some unconscious
man or woman, or even severalner-sons- ,

before anv one woke up. We've
had no one to help us exoent an as-
sistant qf tho cook', whom I bribed to
make It as long between courses as
possible. When I waa ready to have
the servants go in with the next dllh
I would touch a little electric bell In
the office, which Morley had arranged
io uuimuuiiiuiiio wiin me kuuhou i
i ne cooks assistant Knows noirunn,
though, except that for Bome"tason
It was convenient to me not to 'have
the meals hurried and to be able to
regulate exactly the moment when
the dinrerent couraea should go in.

Long before dawn 'Mr. and roi
Money uhaster leit ,wooa nouse.
Next day Christopher told Sidney nnd
Sir Walter Raven the tale as It had
been told to him. Advertisements
were put In the papers Informing
victims of the strange thefts where
they, could recover their property.
Christopher would not aeospt auy .

payment from Bldney Cheater only a (
piece of her wedding cake to "dream
on."

A New Adventure Newt Week.
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